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One 


Author's Notes: 

I'm really sorry | haven't been especially active, were coming up to the end of the semester at the college 
(this is the second last week!) so things have been kind of hectic. Consider this my formal apology, I'll have 
stuff regularly after exams! 


| saw this challenge when it was posted and thought it would be fun to try, safe sex isn't something a lot of 


us seem to think about when it comes to our fics, but it is something that's very real. All in all, i hope this is 


well received ;D 


'Izzy.. What the fuck do you think you're doing?" Duff asked me from above. 


| looked up with a coy smile, trying once again to get the stupid condom wrapper open. Duff just stared like | 
had started singing the Russian alphabet at him as | spoke. 


| wanted to try something out." | said. 


"And that something involves a condom?" It was more a statement than a question, but either way, | could 


hear the lack of amusement in his tone. 
"Well... Yeah. | just.. Holy fuck. Can you open this shit?" | asked, tossing him the little packet. 


He gave it a disdainful look. "Izzy.. Why are you suddenly deciding to wrap up? Come on. We've been fucking for 


almost two years now" He whined. "Its not going to feel the same." 
| hesitated, reluctant to get into specifics. "| just think it's a good idea right now." | said quietly, earning a frown 
‘Izzy. Its sex. Don't think you can lie to me about it. What's with the condom, babe?" 


| signed, reluctantly showing him my arms and all the scabs, torn and rough patches of skin Usually | was good 
about keeping the habit clean. But since we'd been on the road, a lot of my uses had been rushed and.. Well. 
Not so clean. The look on Duff's face had a likeness to a kicked puppy and it broke my heart more than it was 
already. 


"Just wanna be safe." | muttered. 


He nodded as he crossed the little distance between us to give me a kiss. "Okay, baby.. Okay. We'll play it safe." 
He said softly, nosing along my jaw and catching my earlobe between his teeth. He chuckled as he looked down 


at the little square of foil. 
"What?" | asked, somewhat annoyed. How was this funny? 


"Just wondering." He started, giving me a sly smile. "You got this in the right size?" He teased and instantly | 
was drawn back to a year ago when he had sucked me off in the hallway after a failed attempt at fucking 


some girl while he stole the cash out of her wallet. 


| gave him a playful shove, unable to help but smile. "Fuck off and open the damn thing." | laughed, earning 


another chuckle and him to finally get around to opening it. 


It was funny how you could be so comfortable with a person as to do shit like that. Laugh during sex, | mean 
It was fantastic. Before Duff, I'd never had the kind of sex where we could just lounge naked for a while either 


before or after. 


He kissed me sweetly as he stroked me until he could roll the rubber over my dick, peeking down every so 
often to make sure he was doing it right. Once it was on, he crawled over and into my lap, his lips working 
miracles over mine. He slowly ground against me, being mindful of the fact that we didn't want to lose the 
rubber. He reached over and grabbed the lube from the table and | prepped him as quickly as | could without 
it being poorly done. 


"Are you ready?” | asked as his eyes rolled back in his head. 


"Uh huh..." He managed to get out, writhing against my hand as | gave his prostate some love. 


| pulled my fingers out and he groaned. "Are you sure?" | asked, looking down at my wrapped erection and 
wondering if the condom was really all it would take to stop possible spread of infection from my idiocy. Duff 
whined, clearly put out at having been worked up and left to drop. 


"Just as long as you don't have the fucking crabs, we're fine." He wheezed, giving me a desperate sort of look 
as he squirmed in my lap. "Please, Izzy." He whispered, planting little kisses over my chin and neck as he 


pleaded. 


| sighed, nosing his cheek until he looked up and kissing his lips. | slowly lined myself up with him and he lowered 
himself down. A happy noise escaped him as he brought himself down completely. 


"Well somebody was in desperate need of a fuck." | teased. 
"Yeah. Me." Duff grumbled, his hips jerking against me. "Fuck, Izzy." 


| languidly thrust into him, the sensations dampened slightly from the rubber, but not excruciatingly so. | was 
doing it out of love. Because | didn't want him to have to suffer if my dumbfuckery had made me sick. | 
couldn't get to a doctor right away and though there were no outward signs at having fucked myself over 


with dirty needles, it was better safe than sorry. 


Duffs nails biting into my back tore me from my revery. | looked up at him and gasped quietly. His head tipped 
back and eyes shut, he looked completely gorgeous. Blissful. His lips were slightly parted and as he rode me, | 
could see that his mouth moved to form silent words. 


‘Izzy... He choked. "Babe. Less staring and more fucking." He said, cracking an eye open 
| laughed, rolling my hips up and earning a moan. "Can't | do both?" | teased. 
"No, you can't." He breathed. "We all know you got a one track, one thing at a time, mind. So fuck me." 


Grinning, | did exactly that. We shifted around so that he was on his back and | pushed back into him with one 
long thrust. He cried out and arched into me, his movements small as | fucked into him. He jerked as he came, 
his climax sparking my own as | pulled out and jerked myself the rest of the way despite already wearing the 
condom. Duff watched me through half-lidded eyes, a lazy smirk curling at his face once | reached my 


completion. 


Coming down from the high, | peeled the condom off. | looked at it with a bit of disgust as | reached to find 
something to put it in | settled on a bit of toilet paper from the roll that was replacing Kleenex on the bedside 


table. | looked around for a waste bin and frowned when there was none. 


"One second." | said, turning to hold a finger up to Duff before | wandered out and to the bathroom. | tossed 
the TP wrapped condom into the garbage and grabbed a pair of boxers from the floor before heading back to 
the bedroom. 


"You sort it out?" Duff teased, looking out from under his arm. 


"Yep." | said, tugging the boxers on before climbing back into bed. | wound myself around my lover, soaking in 
his warmth and enjoying the little sounds he made as he cuddled back into me. 


"Izzy?" He asked after a moments silence. | looked up to find him staring. 
"Yeah?" 


"Just hope you know that no matter what, I'll always love you." He said softly, his fingers tracing mindless 


shapes over my arm. 


| swallowed past the lump in my throat. "Thank you, babe.. | love you too." 


* KK 


A few weeks later | managed to get in to see someone through the Emergency Room. It meant waiting for the 
entire day, but it was a day well spent. | managed to see someone about my questions and after a few simple 
tests they confirmed | didn't have anything but an O negative blood type. They checked out my arms and put 
some sweet smelling pink cream over the abscesses so they'd heal better, and they even gave me free needles 
and tips for getting clean needles. | mean, they also gave me pamphlets for rehab and counselling, but fuck 


that. | wasn't ready for that shit then. 


